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across the down, to chide him, with sacred horror, for
the dark deed which he has come to do.

And yet he does not wish to kill Stangrave. He
would like to "wing him." He must punish him for
his conduct to Marie; punish him for last night's
insult. It is a necessity, but a disagreeable one; he
would be sorry to go to the war with that man's blood
upon his hand. He is sorry that he is out of practice.

" A year ago I could have counted on hitting him
where I liked. I trust I shall not blunder against
his vitals now. However, if I do, he has himself to
blame!"

The thought that Stangrave may kill him never
crosses his mind. Of course, out of six shots, fired
at all distances from forty paces to fifteen, one may
hit him : but as for being killed ! . . .

Tom's heart is hardened; melted again and again
this summer for a moment, only to freeze again. He
all but believes that he bears a charmed life. All the
miraculous escapes of his past years, instead of making
him believe in a living, guiding, protecting Father,
have become to that proud hard heart the excuse for
a deliberate, though unconscious, atheism. His fall is
surely near.

At last Stangrave and his second appear. Stan-
grave is haggard, not from fear, but from misery, and
rage, and self-condemnation. This is the end of all
his fine resolves! Pah! what use in them 1 What
use in being a martyr in this world ? All men are
liars, and all women too !